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We saw natural gas burning when we passed through Swift Current.  At every 
place where we had stopped, there were Indians in their blankets, wearing beaded 
moccasins and leather leggings; they had all kinds of buffalo bones, elk bones, beaded 
work of every description and pretty baskets made of dyed sweet grass.  There were 
always one or more Mounted Policemen around.  Our next stop was at Medicine Hat and 
it was the largest town we had seen since leaving the States.  Having quite an interval 
here, we had plenty of time to see the black bears, kept in an enclosure, near the railway.  
It was evening when we left there, so we went to our berth. 
 The next morning my Father told us of a curious thing that had happened during 
the night.  He had decided to sleep in the colonist car with our little dog.  Our 
portmanteaus and bags were there, as well as our traveling rugs and cushions, so he was 
comfortable enough and the weather was quite warm.  He was the only occupant of the 
car.  After my sister and I had gone to our berth, he decided to make up his bed and get 
some sleep as well, as he had been up the night before at North Portal.  About midnight 
he was awakened by the growling of the dog, to see a man bending over him as though to 
rob him.  At the same time, the dog sprang up, barking at the man and then my Father 
saw another man farther down the car.  The dog’s bark and my Fathers’s call brought 
some of the train men, but the robbers escaped at the end nearest the baggage car.  
Nothing more was seen of them although a long search was made. The light was so dim 
my Father was unable to recognize the men but he said they were fairly well dressed.  
However, we heard nothing more of them. 
 During the trip, we also met a Mr. Jackson, a lawyer from Calgary, who gave us a 
lot of news about the country, especially North of Red Deer and Lacombe where we were 
going.  He pointed out the South Saskatchewan River; we thought it would be a large 
river so were not greatly impressed.  We told him we were disappointed because it was 
not as big as the Mississippi at St. Paul.  We had seen some large rivers, the Hudson in 
New York  State and the Missouri when we lived at St.Joseph, Missouri.  We thought 
Assiniboa was pretty dreary, such a lot of alkali lakes, very short grass, and hardly any 
flowers.  We saw plenty of antelope, coyotes or prairie wolves as they were called in 
those days.  There were lots of rabbits and gophers and thousands of water fowl of all 
kinds as we traveled nearer to Calgary. 
 We arrived in Calgary at 2 am.  Thursday morning and found that the train for the 
North left a 7 am.  We went to the Immigration house while father rushed away to find a 
custom’s officer to take our extra luggage and furniture out of bond.  He eventually 
located one and just as the train was pulling out, my Father got on board.  I imagine our 
friend, the lawyer, must have told him where the official could be located. 
